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8 THE GOLDEN CITY. 

" Never heed her anger, my Lysken, but 
come in and help me get father s supper. 
Mother would not let anything hurt her baby 
Idaline, would she my beloved ?" 

" No," replied the child, raising her grave 
eyes to Gretchen's face, " but I don't like the 
big woman, she is always cross to her child, big 
like herself, is he not mother ? If I was a big 
baby, and not a little one, would you be cross 
to me ? Is it because I am a little baby that 
you are not cross to me, mother ?" The ques- 
tion was put with serious persistency, while the 
child gazed intently at her mother. 

** No, my darling, big or little I would never 
be angry with you," fondling the wee face so 
close to hers, but in nowise astonished at the 
odd, unchildish way in which the little one 
spoke. 

" Mother," put in Lysken, who was moving 
about the room, getting the supper-table ready 
with deft womanly hands, "does the stream 
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never stop on its way to the mill, and have a 
play, just for a minute you know ? I like 
helping you, mother, but I like to play too." 

"No, my Lysken, the stream never stops to 
play, it has not time. When you grow to be a 
big girl you won't want to play so much either, 
you will have other things to do.'' 

" But mother I don't think the woman at 
the mill ever did play, even when she was 
small." 

" Well no, perhaps not. There are some 
people who never care to play, from the time 
when they lie in their cradles until the good 
All-Father calls them home." 

" Oh, mother, what busy people !" said 
Lysken with breathless astonishment. 

" Yes, such is the hurry they are always in, 
but now we must hurry, for the father will want 
some supper before he goes up to the great 
feast at Wilhelm's house ; and look, here he is 
coming home along the path." 
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As she ceaseci speaking, Hans entered the 
cottage, and Idaline, with a little run across 
the floor, met him and was caught up in his 
arms. 

** Well, my little love, my pet, what have you 
been doing all this summer day ? " 

" We were looking at the stream father, and 
the woman at the mill was so angry looking, oh 
so angry ! " 

"Ah yes and well she may be, since all her 
forebodings have turned out wrong, for Wilhelm 
has come home with riches. Little mother are 
you not sorry now that I did not go to America ? 
You and the children would have been living in 
a castle now, such as Wilhelm is about to build 
for his wife, and he poor man has not such a 
baby as this wee elf that I hold in my arms." 

" And yet you are not content, my husband. 
You know that you are richer than he is, through 
the goodness of our Father who has given us 
these little ones. Poor Wilhelm has no children 
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to gladden his home, and yet you envy him his 
money ! " 

" But Gretchen, it is because of my little ones 
that I want to be rich. Look at Idaline! 
Would she not be fit to dwell in a castle ? I 
wish I could get money enough to build one. 
But I will, I am not too old yet. I will go to 
the land where Wilhelm has made his money, 
and I too will come home a great man." 

" I don't want a castle for my babies, and fine 
clothes to deck them in. A little home over 
which our Father watches constantly with tender 
love and care, such as ours is ; that is what we 
have, why should we want more ? I cannot 
but think that we are far happier than Wilhelm 
with all his wealth." 

" But we can be better off still. Think how 
different it would be if we had even some of the 
grand things Wilhelm has." 

Gretchen turned away without answering, 
and with a weary little sigh she gave up the 
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subject, hoping that something would happen to 
turn her husband's mind away from tliis desire 
that had obtained such a strong hold over it 

It was morning before Hans came home from 
the feast at the house of Wilhelm, and then he 
said quietly to his wife, but with an evident 
determination to act, which she knew there was 
no use in trying to resist, " Gretchen, get ready 
everything, for we shall start for America in a 
week." 

With a feeling of despairing sorrow, and a 
foreboding of evil that she could not overcome, 
she prepared to obey her husband. 




CHAPTER III. 




LMOST two years have passed away since 
the night on which Wilhelm gave a 
banquet in the little hill-surrounded village, to 
his friends and neighbours in honour of his 
return from America. Hans von Hern was 
amongst the guests on that occasion, but now 
he is a dweller in the great city of New York, 
the city in which Wilhelm had made his 
fortune. 

The husband of Gretchen hoped he would be 
equally successful, but as yet they have been 
living chiefly on some money which the little 
mother had brought with her, for, she wisely 
thought, " perhaps Hans will not be able to get 
work at once." 
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The children did not like the change from 
their own home to the great busy city. At first 
they were in a perpetual state of wonder as to 
what all that crowd of people could find to do. 
Lysken supposed that each one possessed a mill, 
like the old woman's grandson at home, and so 
they were always in a hurry. The little mother 
explained to them as well as she could, that the 
people in New York were quite different from 
the villagers in the valley of the Hartz moun* 
tains ; but Lysken was dissatisfied, everything 
was so changed. They could not roam about 
the streets here as they used to do at home, 
even their father seemed altered she thought. 
He was always occupied now, although he had 
not commenced to make his fortune yet, and 
he talked to great rough men who sometimes 
came with him to their rooms, and had such 
loud voices that even the mother looked fright- 
ened. 

The only event of any interest to the children, 
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* 

was the visit of the clergyman with the white 
hair, who preached every Sunday in the large 
church, a few streets away from their dwelling. 
When he came he would take them on his knee 
and tell them stories, and talk so kindly to 
Gretchen that she unfolded all her troubles to 
him. 

And to-day she is more weary than usual, for 
Hans has brought her no money, and she is 
afraid that her own little stock will become 
exhausted. She has been out with the children 
for a walk, and they have come home so tired, 
that she can only sit down and try to soothe 
them, for the unusual feeling of lassitude is so 
oppressive to them that they, are inclined to 
cry. While thus employed a gentle knock came 
to the door. Hastily scrambling out of the 
mother s lap Lysken called out, " Come in." 
The good clergyman entered. 

" How is it with you to-day, my children all ?" 
he said, smiling on them kindly as he took 
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Idaline in his arms and seated himself beside 
Gretchen. 

"Ah," said Lysken coming up to him and 
putting her hand in his, " we have been troub- 
ling the mother, we have been so impatient 
because we were so tired and the streets so 
long, we don't deserve stories to-day." 

" And you are sorry for adding to the 
mother's cares just now. Well that is a good 
child," smoothing her hair softly as she stood at 
his knee. 

" Nay," said Gretchen, " the children do not 
trouble me ; but oh, sir," clasping her hands and 
looking at him with sad eyes, " what shall I do 
about Hans ? My Hans, that used to be so 
tender to me and to the little ones, he is so 
changed. He speaks roughly to me often now, 
and the men that come in with him sometimes 
in the evening say such dreadful things and talk 
so loudly. It cannot be good for hiiji to be 
with them', and I can do nothing to prevent it 



THE GOLDEN CITY. I 7 

or help him," bursting into passionate tears that 
shook her from head to foot Seeing the terri- 
fied look of Idaline, who had never before seen 
her mother weep, she controlled herself with 
some difficulty. 

" My child,'* said the old man tenderly, " the 
Father knows all about Hans, and He will 
watch over him and bring it all right ; let us 
ask Him." Kneeling down with the little 
Idaline beside him he began and prayed ear- 
nestly for Hans, asking the Lord to cause all 
this trouble to turn out for the best for the 
mother and little ones. It was a short simple 
prayer, but it was just what Gretchen needed 
to restore her courage and faith, which had 
been wavering very much of late, everything 
had appeared so hopeless. " Thank you, sir," 
she said quietly when they had risen from their 
knees. 

" I think my child," he replied, taking her 
hand and looking at her with his kind eyes, 

B 
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" that when we are in sore distress we very 
often forget where to look for aid. You know 
we have only to ask Him, this great Father of 
ours, and He will help us." 

" Yes," she said simply, " I know. But I 
don't feel as if the good All-Father who watched 
over us in such love in our home in the Hartz, 
is the same severely righteous Father who 
rules this great busy city, He seems so faraway 
from us since we came here. But I feel better 
now ; I think I can go to Him again just as I 
used to do and ask Him for everything." 

" That is just it. I am afraid you have been 
trying to help yourself too much. You know 
he says we are to ask whatsoever we want in 
His name, and He will grant it. Did you ever 
fully realize that promise ? " 

" But I have asked Him so often to send 
work to Hans, and then all the rest would be 
right. Yet I have had no answer." 

" That is where you are wrong, my child. 
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How do you know that if God gave your 
husband work all the rest would be right ? As 
it is, bad companions seem to have succeeded 
in leading him away from his home. If he 
were very successful, he might forget all about 
the Great Giver, and perhaps in time become 
like those men with whom he associates just 
now. You know St. John says * If we ask 
anything according to His will. He heareth us.' 
How can you tell that it is * according to His 
will?' There may be something else in store 
for Hans. ' Shall not the Judge of all the earth 
do right?' Child trust Him; go back again 
to your old faith. In our short life we can 
never understand God's ways. Then what is 
left for us, but to trust Him. We shall know it 
all by-and-bye, and meanwhile let us wait in 
patience." 

" Yes, that is just it ; and so I will wait with 
patience. I can do nothing but trust Him, as 
you say, but I ?e;^7/ do that." 



20 
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" Now I must go. Good bye little ones. 
Help mother, Lysken ; you are not too young to 
understand something of what we have been 
talking ; and may our dear Lord help you and 
bless you all." 




i 



CHAPTER IV. 




ANS is dying. Yes, for three months he 
has been ill now. Gretchen at first 
thought that he would get better ; but now all 
hope has gone, and she knows certainly that her 
husband is going away from her. One night, 
three months ago, he was coming home with 
-some drunken companions ; they quarrelled on 
the way, and he got some severe injuries, 
endeavouriug to save one of the men from being 
killed, from which he has never recovered. It 
has been a sad weary time for the little mother. 
At first Hans was impatient and cross because 
he was obliged to lie in bed so long, but now 
that he knows he must die, a settled despair has 
come over him, much harder to bear than his 
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former mood. He cannot endure the children 
near him, they remind him of what he ought to 
have done for them, and how he has failed, and 
all because of his own folly. He wonders how 
his wife can be so kind and forbearing to him, 
when, if he had but followed her advice, they 
might have been still living peacefully in their 
mountain home. In vain she tries to soothe 
him and remind him that he should give up 
thinking of earthly things. He listens to her, 
but that is all. And the good clergyman has 
gone away for a time, to recruit his health, so 
Gretchen is left without friends ; but she bears 
her burden uncomplainingly, trying to lighten 
the gloom on the brow of her beloved Hans. 
She feels as if this last year had been a disagree- 
able dream, and that her husband is once more 
the strong noble man who has always been so 
loving to her, and so tender and good to the 
little ones. But the burden is a rather heavy 
one, she looks ill and worn-out because of it. 
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And to-night, sitting at the open window, with 
the rays of the setting sun illumining the room, 
she is even paler than usual. Hans, lying 
watching her, noticed it remorsefully, as he 
called to her feebly. She rose at once and went 
to him. " Sit down beside me beloved, and tell 
me about * the city that has no need of the sun,' 
as you say." 

With a glad smile she rested her weary head 
on the pillow beside him. 

" I was thinking of it," she said softly, " and 
how I should like if you, and I, and the little 
ones, were there all together. It will be so 
lonely without you in this great place." 

" But you will go away to our home, will you 
not ? I will be miserable if I think you are going 
to stay here alone, where no one knows you." 

" Even so, you will not be there, but away up 
in the Golden City." 

** But you forget, my Gretchen, the Book also 
says that nothing will enter into that city * that 
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defileth or maketh a lie.' And what has my 
life been all this year ? I have never once 
thought of the All-Father, except perhaps to 
use His name as the other men did, irreverently. 
I am not fit to enter that city, I will never be 
let into it," he said despairingly. 

" What did Christ die for then ? " she asked, 
gazing at her husband wonderingly. " Don't 
you know it says in the Book of Revelation 
that the inhabitants of that city are those ' who 
have washed their robes and made them white 
in the blood of the Lamb.' That is all you 
have to do. I have been only waiting until 
you can make up your mind to do that. I have 
asked God to take you to heaven. He is 
ready to write down your name as one of the 
blood-washed, but oh, my Hans, don't delay too 
long, you might wear out His love." 

" I can't ask Him, I have been so wicked, 
and even now I hardly feel as if I wanted to be 
forgiven. Pray for me yourself, Gretchen." 



I 
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She knelt down by his side, and in a voice 
scarcely above a whisper she began, " Oh dear 
Lord make Hans feel that He wants to go to 
heaven. Thou knowest he has only to ask 
forgiveness and he will get it. Make him 
understand what it will be like, to be where 
there will be no more sorrow or pain, and no 
more death. And above all, oh Father, let him 
understand the great love that made Christ 
leave the Golden City and come down here to 
die for a world that hated Him, and never gave . 
Him thanks for it. Oh do wash my Hans and 
make him white in the blood of the Lamb. 
Hear me now for Christ's sake." Then she 
rose up and sat down on the bed again. 

Hans was very much moved by her earnest 
petition, but withal not convinced that he needed 
the forgiveness about which she prayed. 

" Do you know, little mother," he said, " Wil- 
helm and the other men don't believe in being 
* good,' as they call it, like you." 
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" But what do they believe in then ? They 
have only such a short life here, a minute, com- 
pared to the life they must spend somewhere 
when this is done. And such a preparation as 
they are making for this after-life! Do you 
suppose God would ever let them into His 
beautiful heaven ? Think of those men walking 
about with their earth-stained feet, soiling the 
golden streets, and talking out in their loud 
angry way, troubling and frightening the angels. 
If they never get washed in the blood, they 
must die just as they are, and if they stay like 
that they will never get to the Golden City, and, 
worst of all, they will never see the dear Jesus 
that died for them. Oh my beloved it is too 
dreadful to think that you would be ever like 
them, shut out," and overcome by her emotion 
she sank down exhausted on the floor by the 
bedside. 

A long silence followed. Hans was becoming 
gradually weaker, the conversation had been 
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almost too much for his fast-failing strength. 
Making a great effort he rallied his senses 
sufficiently to think, then he began to speak in a 
broken voice, " Great All-Father I know it is 
all true what Gretchen has been saying to me, 
but oh I am afraid it is too late. I do want to 
go to heaven, and I think I want to love Christ 
for dying for me. Just now I don't feel as if 
I wished for anything much but to go to sleep. 
For Christ's sake forgive me for the life I have 
led, and take me to the Golden City. I am so 
sleepy. Is it too late to ask Thee, for the sake 
of Christ ? That is all I can say, I think I am 
dying now." 

The little mother had raised herself up when 
she heard the low weary voice echoing through 
the silent room, and now she leaned over the 
bed and whispered eagerly, " Don't you remem- 
ber, Hans, the man that was nailed to the cross 
near Jesus ? He was a bad man, but he asked 
Jesus to remember him when He came into 
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His kingdom, and Jesus said, ' this day shalt 
thou be with me in Paradise.' You are just in 
the same way. He was dying, and so are you. 
He lived without feeling Christ's love until that 
almost last minute, and so have you. Oh, my 
beloved, don't you understand how like that 
man you are ? You know the All-Father must 
have heard your prayer, if He did it once, don't 
you feel that He will do it again ?'' 

" It is so dark, I can understand nothing, I 
can feel nothing," he said feebly. But, even 
while he spoke, such a light came upon his wan 
face, that Gretchen gazed awe-striken at the 
sudden change. " Yes," he said softly, " I 
know it now. He has forgiven me, I am going 
to the home where Christ is, just as that other 
man did. Good bye, little mother. Won't you 
come soon ? Say farewell to the little ones for 
me. I am going to the Golden City, but I was 
almost too late — almost too late," dreamily. 
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There was silence in the room for the space 
of a minute ; then Gretchen, raising her face 
from that of her husband, saw that she was 
alone. 




CHAPTER V. 




WEEK after the burial of her husband, 
Gretchen was carried out and laid in the 
quiet God's acre by his side. The doctor who 
had been hurriedly called in by the landlady, 
said that death was caused by exhaustion, 
brought on by close confinement and much 
mental trouble ; and that was all the consola- 
tion the motherless children received. 

Lysken paid for a month's rent in advance, 
that they might be able to remain in their 
present lodging until she should find the good 
clergyman and ask his advice about going home 
again to Germany. The mother had wished 
her so to do, and likewise to be very careful of 
the small sum of money that was left in the 
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money-box, in order that it might be sufficient 
while they remained in America, Now her 
first duty evidently was to go and search for 
this only friend they had in the whole of that 
great city. 

Two weeks after her sad bereavement, trying 
to forget her loneliness and sorrow for the time, 
Lysken took Idaline by the hand and sallied 
forth into the busy streets. Bravely they 
trudged along for a while, patiently bearing all 
the pushings and knockings from the crowd of 
people passing up and down the foot-path ; but 
at length the little one began to be tired. 
** Lysken," she said, with a half sob, " where are 
we going to ? It is a very far way." 

** We are going to find the good clergyman, 
we will soon be at the church now. I will 
carry you if you are tired." 

" No," with renewed courage at the thought 
of seeing her kind friend, " I will walk more, 
because then when we get to the church he will 
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tell me a story for being good and not troubling 
you." 

They continued on their way for some dis- 
tance in silence. 

"Lysken," began Idaline again, "will the 
mother never come back to us any more ? 
Where is she gone to ?" 

" She is gone to the Golden City," was the 
reply, with trembling lips. 

"It was not kind of her to leave us all alone. 
I want her so much," sobs beginning to come 
fast now, as the tiny feet grew weary. 

" Nay, she was not unkind, but God wanted 
her in heaven, and now she is so happy with 
the Father up in that lovely place. But she 
said I was to be your little mother, and always 
take care of you. Won't that be nice for you ? 
Now don't weep any more, we are just at the 
church, and then you can rest." Even as she 
spoke, they were at the steps that lead up to the 
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great pillared porch, through which the congre- 
gation thronged each Sunday to hear the words 
of eternal life. But now there is only one old 
man there, with brush in hand, busily employed 
in sweeping. Bidding the little one follow her, 
Lysken walked up to him. 

" Sir, can you tell me where the clergyman 
lives who preaches here ?" 

He stared at her through his dim eyes, think- 
ing that perhaps she was only asking to annoy 
him, like the children round about the neigh- 
bourhood, who often came interrupting him in 
his work, and making fun of him. Then, see- 
ing the grave earnest face of his questioner, he 
made answer in his quavering voice, a perfect 
contrast to the clear treble of the girl. 

"The minister's in Europe for his health, 
but there's another one here, may be it's him 
you're wanting." 

" I want the good man with the white hair." 

c 
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" He tells nice stories, you know," put in Idaline, 
to help the old sexton's memory. 

" I never heard our minister tell stories," 
ruminated the man, somewhat scandalized at 
this assertion of the small woman standing so 
confidently before him. Then aloud, "The 
minister we have for the present has black hair, 
so it must be our old one you're seeking, and 
he's away in Europe, as I told you." 

" What are we to do ?" said Lysken mourn- 
fully, as she turned to retrace her way along 
the tiresome streets. 

" What are you wanting him for ?" was the 
question asked with some curiosity. 

" I will just tell you all about it," she replied, 
sitting on the church steps and drawing Idaline 
down beside hen He listened, but, pitiful 
enough* as the recital was, alas ! it w^ no new 
story to him. Just the same thing that so often 
happened in the great crowded city. A father 
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and mother dead, and their orphan children left 
to take care of themselves. There was nothing 
very novel in that, and soon he turned to his 
work, his slight interest gone, and the children 
passed out hand in hand from under the shadow 
of the great porch, and wended their way sadly 
back again to their temporary home. And when 
two more weeks were gone, the landlady told 
Lysken to find some other lodgings as she had 
set her rooms to tenants who could pay what 
she demanded. So the two lonely little stran- 
gers found themselves, a month after their 
mother's death, occupying a cheerless room in a 
dismal house in one of the worst streets of New 
York. There were wealthy people living not 
very far from them, aye, and Christian people too. 
And not very far from them there were green 
fields and gay flowers, and great trees waving 
their branches to and fro in the peaceful country 
air. Yet here were these two " human flowers " 
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pining for even a small portion of all the wealth 
and brightness that was so lavishly scattered 
around them. 

But, as ever, the same blue sky was over all, 
and the same loving God caused his sun to 
shine on the evil and on the good. 




CHAPTER VI. 




YSKEN was very much frightened when 
she found that she had only one shilling 
more left in her money-box. When that was 
gone, how were they to live ? With a per- 
plexed, anxious face she told her trouble to the 
woman with whom they lodged. Mrs. Smith 
was by no means hard-hearted, but she was 
very poor, and could not afford to let the chil- 
dren remain in her room without paying rent. 

" The only thing to be done is to try and 
make a little money," she said to Lysken, " and 
I think your best plan would be to lay out six- 
pence of your shilling on a dozen of oranges. 
PIl lend you a small basket, and then you can 
go to some of the squares near here and try and 
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sell them to the nurse-maids and children that 
are generally sitting round on the seats under 
the trees. Sell them for a penny a-piece, you'll 
in that wa^y make sixpence on them. If you 
succeed you can go on and try a larger quantity, 
so you'll be able to pay me and have enough to 
buy food for yourself and your sister." 

With grateful thanks for her advice, Lysken 
trotted away up stairs to get her shilling, feel- 
ing very important all the while. Now she 
was really going to be a little mother to Idaline. 
Actually going to try and support her ! With 
the piece of silver tightly held in her hand, she 
set out to make her purchase, first cautioning 
the little one to be careful not to go near the 
fire until her return. 

" Take me with you. Ah do, please, and I 
won't be tired." 

" No, no, it is too dirty a day for you my 
precious child, but next time perhaps I will. 
Good bye now, I wont be long until I am back 
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again." With a litde nod she went quickly out 
of the room. How short the streets seemed, 
and how kind the man was who sold her the 
oranges ! She placed her change safely in the 
breast of her dress, and then, arranging the 
fruit in the basket, she put it on her arm and, 
leaving the business streets behind her, she 
went to where there were trees and grass, and 
the laughing sound of children's voices. 

At first she did not sell much. They all 
seemed to be too busy enjoying themselves to 
notice the white-faced little girl who asked with 
such a pleasant smile, " Please buy an orange. ** 
But by-and-bye one of the nurses called her and 
took four from her, and soon others followed 
the example, until at length, to her great joy, 
Lysken had emptied her basket. With a 
silent prayer of thanks to the All-Father for 
being so good to her as to grant such success 
on her first trial of this new mode of existence, 
she started homeward with rapid feet. Mrs 
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Smith was surprised when she saw that all the 
oranges were disposed of. 

" How did you manage to get on so well ?" 
she questioned, as she stared intently at the 
quiet, decidedly German-faced girl who was 
standing so soberly before her, apparently not 
possessing much attraction of manner even, to 
recommend her to the notice of smart-tongued, 
showy nurse-maids. 

" I don't know, I suppose the All-Father 
made the people buy from me. I asked Him 
to have them want oranges, and so they did," 
was the simple reply. 

The woman's mouth opened with real asto- 
nishment, then the truth seemed to dawn gradu- 
ally on her mind. 

" Oh you're one of that sort, are you ? Well 
1 must confess it has paid you now at any 
rate. I advise you stick to it if it's always as 
profitable." 

It was the girl's turn to look with wondering 



THE GOLDEN CITY. 43 

eyes for a minute, before she turned away to 
answer the clamorous call of little Idaline, who 
was sitting with very decided impatience on 
the top step of the stairs waiting for her little 
mother, as she now called Lysken. 

After some time the basket was- changed for 
a larger one, and filled with a greater variety of 
articles, such as sugar-sticks, big golden bull's 
eyes, and ginger biscuits, besides a more exten- 
sive stock of oranges. The young saleswoman 
became very popular with the pretty, well- 
dressed children and their indolent, indulgent 
nurses. She liked the change from the dark 
confined streets where Mrs. Smith lived, to the 
open sunshiny squares all alive with happy 
smiling little people. After the noise of the 
streets it was pleasant to hear the subdued hum 
of the bees, and all the drowsy summer sounds, 
suggestive of delightful idleness on the grass 
under the great waving trees. She never 
brought Idaline with her in the early part of 
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the day. One morning she had taken her, 
but the little one was so frightened because 
some of the ladies — the mothers of the children, 
who often frequented the squares In the fore- 
noon of the day — stared at her and asked her 
questions, that she began to weep and ran 
away home alone. It was the extreme beauty 
of the child, with her wondrous southern eyes, 
that excited the curiosity of Lysken's patron- 
esses, but the little mother did not know that, 
so she resolved to take her darling out when 
the usual loungers in the squares would be in- 
doors partaking of luncheon. For that couple 
of hours she left her basket at home, and gave 
herself up entirely to the amusement of her 
little charge. When the evenings grew longer, 
after her daily employment was over, the two 
would wander out towards the green fields 
along the country roads, where they breathed 
the pure healthy air, and felt refreshed and 
comforted immeasurably by it Idaline did 
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certainly, but not so surely was it the case with 
Lysken. She had a white, weary look on her 
face, and she was very often tired now. Still 
she did not lose courage. She was waiting for 
the good clergyman to come home again to 
advise her what to do, and perhaps help her. 
They had made many journeys to the church, 
hoping to hear news of him from the sexton, 
but as yet there had been no tidings of his 
return. 

Coming back one evening from their un- 
successful errand, some one in the busy crowd 
of people on the footpath jostled them rather 
roughly. Lysken looked round with mild in- 
dignation, she did not like any person to touch 
her little one except with great gentleness ; to 
her extreme astonishment she beheld the old 
woman of the mill and her grandson, thus far 
away from their mountain home in Germany. 
The small man was trotting along by the side 
of his stately grandmother, wearing a most 
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subdued expression of countenance. At the 
sight of the children the old woman stopped and 
looked at them, as if she were trying to recollect 
where she had seen them before. Then, 

" Oh, I know who you are ; the little ones of 
the Frau von Hern. Where is your mother ? 
She was a sensible woman, but her husband was 
a fool, and she ought not to have given in to 
him. I was obliged to bring him here," point- 
ing to the man beside her, "but soon I will 
take him home again. If only I could find 
lodgings some place until the morning, I would 
be glad. We have been here some time now 
and he cannot get any work, and such abomin- 
able rooms as I have had to put up with. In 
horror I left the last ones, and now I don't 
know where to go. If only I had some place 
until morning. The ship leaves to-morrow. 
Where is your mother, girl ? She will help me 

Vvci sure." 
V She cannot help you. She and the father 
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have gone to the Golden City/* was the quiet 
reply, " but if you will come to our poor room, 
I can let you have at least a clean shelter until 
morning." 

The old woman gazed at the girl in the 
utmost amazement " So your mother's dead, 
and you have grown a woman suddenly, I 
suppose that's what you mean to say. Well, 
strange things do happen, surely. Can you 
help me then ? Although you are only young, 
I have grown so humble since I came to this 
awful place, that I am willing to accept help 
from almost anyone, and especially as you are 
a German it will be easier for me." 

This did not sound very gracious in Lysken's 
cars, as she was putting herself to inconvenience 
by her offer of help, but with a brave effort, 
subduing her rising indignation, she replied 
with a kind reassuring smile at the tall grim 
figure before her, " Come then, I will try and 
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make you comfortable. But we have only one 
room," hesitatingly. 

" Oh, you mean about him^* glancing at her 
grandson, " I won't bring him, of course. He 
can get a lodging for the night some where. 
He does not mind dirt and untidiness. In the 
morning he can call for me time enough to start. 
And mind you play me no trick,'' shaking her 
hand sternly at the frightened looking man, 
" I would find you if the earth were over you. 
Now go, and be sure you are out betimes in the 
morning." 

When he had moved away quickly she ex- 
plained to the astonished Lysken, that her 
grandson had tried to escape from her guardian- 
ship once or twice since they came to New 
York, because bad companions had advised him 
to do so. But she had found him, and brought 
him back again, for ske was able to outwit two 
ordinary men, and one small one, as she trium- 
phantly added. 
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After a short walk, Lysken conducted her 
unexpected visitor up the narrow stairs into the 
top front-room of Mrs. Smith's house, Idaline 
wondering all the while why the little mother 
brought that cross woman back with her to their 
home. The object of the little one's thoughts 
seated herself and watched her young hostess 
preparing for the evening meal, and arranging 
a hasty couch for herself and her sister, giving 
up her own bed to her ungracious visitor. 
After remaining for some time silent, the old 
woman spoke. 

" You have altered much Lysken, since you 
last sat looking at the stream, away at home in 
the valley of the Hartz. And even the child 
has grown older and stranger than ever. What 
has come to you ? You have sense now, I 
think. Would you not like to return home 
with me to-morrow,, it must be lonely for you 
here, having no friends. Come and I will take 
care -ei you, and you can live with me, for I 

D 
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think you have suddenly become wiser than 
many a woman, and I do like sensible people, 
even if they are young." 

" I could not go," said Lysken wistfully, " the 
mother said I was to wait until our friend, the 
good clergyman, came home, and that he would 
tell us what to do." 

" Meantime how are you to live ? ^' was the 
question snappishly put, and with evident dis- 
appointment. 

" Just as I am living now," was the gentle 
reply. " I sell oranges and other things, and so 
get enough money to support us." 

" Oh, I understand. Well, I would not live 
here for a great deal. It felt very bad to leave 
home and come here with my grandson. I 
could not let him come alone, he is such a fool, 
and if anything happened to him I could not 
manage the mill by myself. Ah, you don't 
know what it is for an old woman like me, all 
my life in one place, so that I love every stone 
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in it, to be obliged to get up, and come away, 
and begin all over again in a new place. I 
knew it would not prosper, and it has not done 
so. And now we are going home again to our 
own peaceful valley, and, after all, I shall end 
my days with the sound of the mill-stream in 
• my ears. Would you not like to come ? " 

" I would, but I dare not. The mother said 
we were to wait. But oh, I get so tired some- 
times, and long for a sight of the old mill, and 
the sound of the rushing water. I think I shall 
never hear it again, for the mother said we 
were to wait." 

" Well, you are a foolish girl ; but certainly 
the years have changed you, or I would not be 
talking thus to you." 

When the next day came, the old woman, and 
her grandson, the mill-owner, went away from 
their temporary lodging and Lysken remained 
behind working on patiently, with now and then 
a wistful look in her eyes, as she thought, but not 
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repiningly — for had she not Idaline ? — of the 
father and mother away in the Golden City, 
for evermore freed from labour and trouble. 
And thus the months dragged slowly onward. 




CHAPTER VII. 




HRISTMAS Eve had come. All the city 
was alive with gayety and festive prepara- 
tions. The streets had a temporary covering 
of dazzling white, and overhead, a warm sun 
was shining down benignantly on the busy 
throng of men and women, who apparently 
were so intent on making the most of the 
world's great Rejoicing Day. But not to all 
the dwellers in the city that glad holiday season, 
was it a time of joy and pleasure. Lysken and 
Idaline, up in their dingy top-room, felt little of 
the brightness, that God's Unspeakable Gift had 
brought into our earth eighteen hundred years 
ago. There existed for them no anticipations 
of .. fairy trees laden with wonderful fruit, and lit 
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up with a wonderful light No tender father 
and mother, through the agency of Santa Claus, 
made glad their hearts with a share of those 
Christmas gifts, gorgeous in hue and pleasant 
in taste, which were spread out in such delight- 
ful and enticing profusion behind the great glass 
windows of holly and ivy adorned shops. What 
was it to them that the city was going crazed 
with joy and noisy merriment ? They had no 
share in it, no part or lot in any of this outward 
demonstration of gratitude to the Great Giver, 
held in commemoration of His bounty to the 
world in the sending of His son Christ to 
redeem His sin-stained creatures. But ah ! was 
it ali gratitude to God for His* Gift, that so 
moved the people, was there no other feeling 
but love to the Creator actuating them 1 Was 
that the reason of the chiming of bells, and the 
joyous smiles and words of loving greeting ? 
It may have been so, and it was so with many, 
but alas ! there was a great multitude who knew 
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not God, and recognized not His wondrous 
bounty, save in outward form, and yet, they 
too, shared in the ceremonies and pleasures of 
this Grand Anniversary. 

Nevertheless it was not all shadow in the 
top-room where the two lonely children were 
gazing out at the whitened street, and watching 
the stray stars of snow in their noiseless descent. 
It is true there was no soft carpet beneath their 
feet, no daintily laid table to charm their eyes, 
no child's smile of contentment at the thought 
of the good things in store for them on the 
morrbw. But into the low dark room came the 
sunlight, brightening the dingy walls and plas- 
tered ceiling,* and in Lysken's eyes it was a 
reflex of the glory of the streets in the Golden 
City, where father and mother were walking, and 
where it was always as if there was a perpetual 
Christmas time of gladness, and ineffable, en- 
trancing glory of colouring. To her, Christ's 
home, that had for its gates; large pearls, " every 
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several gate of one pearl," and whose foun- 
dations were "garnished with all manner of 
precious stones," was a reality just as much as 
the city of New York. She expected to go 
there some* time, and be with the father and 
mother, and see with her own eyes all the 
mother had told her concerning it And daily 
the longing was growing more intense within 
her to get away, although it was almost unac^ 
knowledged to herself, because of her love for 
Idaline, and her fear of leaving her alone. 

When the two had watched the bright beams 
chasing each other on the walls, until the short 
winter evening was beginning to darken, Lysken 
rose up and went to see what preparations she 
could make for the next day. 

" Let us go to the church to-morrow and hear 
the music, as we did last Christmas Day. 
Would it not be nice, Lysken ? " 

" Yes, we will go if you would hot be afraid 
of the crowd. Do you remember the mother 
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took you up in her arms, you were so 
frightened ? " 

" But I will not be frightened now. I am a 
whole year older," drawing herself up with 
great dignity. 

"Very well, I will take you. We will not 
have much pleasure here. There will be no 
feast, like what the mother made us last time. 
How nice our rooms looked with all the green 
leaves round them, and the winter flowers the 
good clergyman gave us. Oh ! it is so lonely 
without her,'' and then the sorrowing girl fairly 
broke down, and wept bitterly. 

At this sight Idaline's tears began to flow- 
also, but she crept into her sister's lap and took 
away her hands from her face, and began to 
comfort her lovingly. Then Lysken clasped her 
arms round the little one, and rested her face 
against the wee brown head ; and so they sat, 
talking softly, until the twilight deepened into 
darkness. Then a knock came to the door of 
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the room, and Mrs Smith entered with an arm- 
full of holly and ivy, through which the red 
berries gleamed with a most inviting cheerful- 
ness. She laid her bundle down on the floor. 

" There," she said triumphantly, " that'll help 
to enliven you a bit. I'm sure you're wondering 
how I came by such a heap of green things. 
The teacher of the Sunday School class where 
my children go is a rich young lady, and she 
invited them to go out to her place and pull as 
much green stuff for decorating as they could 
take home with them. Well, my youngsters 
managed to pull a heap, and so I thought you'd 
like some." 

With a glad exclamation, and a rush at her, 
which almost took the good woman off her feet, 
the children poured out their thanks breathlessly, 
and I daline, sitting down on the floor, took up 
a branch of the glossy holly leaves and crowed 
and laughed over it in the fulness of her content- 
ment, like a veritable child as she was. 
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" Dear me, what a small thing pleases them 
children. Foreigners must be very different 
from natural children. I do believe now, if I 
was to take them up a little pie, and a few 
cakes and apples, and some other little things ^s 
I could spare, they'd be real glad." So rumi- 
nated the landlady, as she descended to her own 
apartments. ' About an hour after, she toiled up 
the stairs again, this time with a load of a 
different kind. As she neared the top, she 
heard hearty, merry laughter. 

"Well, I declare that beats all. If they 
aren't having fun over them bits of leaves yet." 

She opened the door and entered, when she 
saw one sister perched up on the table fastening 
a bunch of the leaves and berries over the 
window, while the other held her lest she 
should fall. With a good-natured smile she 
looked at them for a minute, then she planted 
her tray on the floor. 

"As you're using the table, I'll just leave 
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these few eatables here ; you can have them for 
dinner to-morrow, because they're a bit different 
from ordinary you know, and to-morrow's an 
extra ordinary day." 

With a chuckle at her own wit, she hastily 
retreated, carrying with her the astonished look 
that came into the children's faces, which 
changed into supreme delight at the sight of 
the unwonted dainties which the tray contained. 
For a long while afterwards the gratitude of 
her young lodgers was a pleasant thing to look 
back upon, in that hard-working woman's life. 
Meanwhile Lysken and Idaline had carefully 
stowed away the materials for their unexpected 
feast on the morrow, then the elder girl, taking 
the little one's hand, knelt down and began in a 
clear audible voice : 

" Oh ! kind Father, we thank Thee for let- 
ting us have a real Christmas Day here. It was 
very good of Thee to give us holly and ivy, and 
nice things to eat, and not to let us be crying 
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any more because we are lonely. Forgive us 
please, Oh Lord, for not remembering that 
Thou art always good, and able to give us 
pleasure. We thank Thee for giving us Jesus 
long ago, and we thank Thee for all the good 
things to-night. Amen." 

Then she rose up from her knees with a calm 
contented look on her face. 

" Do you think did God really send us those 
things ?" asked Idaline in a rather awe-stricken 
voice. 

" Yes, I am sure He did," was the confident 
answer. " You know it 's so lovely up in His 
home, that He just thought He would give us 
some joy too, we were so very sad. They have 
always a nice time in the Golden City, like 
Christmas here. We could not go up there, so 
we have something to make us remember all 
we will have some day." For the remainder of 
that night the child pondered over her sister's , 
words in her usual old-fashioned way, and 



62 THE GOLDEN CITY. 

although she said nothing then, she never forgot 
the confident look and voice of Lysken. 

And so the two lonely ones, the girl and the 
child, went with joj^ul hearts and cheerful faces 
the next day to the church in the street near by, 
and heard the organ pealing out the grand 
Christmas music, and listened to the voice of 
the minister as he proclaimed to the congrega- 
tion " the old, old story " of the Lord Christ 
lying as a baby in His lowly cot, and of the rare 
fragrant Christmas gifts that were carried by 
thje great men under the midnight eastern sky, 
the like of which had never been seen since 
that memorable time. Then, when the tones of 
God's messenger had ceased, out from the midst 
of the white-robed choristers came a clear voice 
singing : " Behold I bring you glad tidings of 
great joy, which shall be to all people. For 
unto you is born this day, in the city of David, 
a Saviour, which is Christ the Lord." And 
after that, the people crowded out as heretofore, 
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from beneath the high pillars of God's visible 
sanctuary, and to some, the message had been 
veritable glad tidings ; for unto them a Saviour 
had been born. While to others, the oft- 
repeated tale was, as the dashing of the waves 
against some mighty boulder, sounding and 
urgent, but of no avail. So the day grew on to 
the end, and over all the noise and bustle, and 
hurrying feet, the chimes of bells were heard on 
the air, now loud, now dying away, until the 
darkness of night closed over the city, and the 
soft falling snow wiped out the stain of human 
footsteps, and once more the streets were purely 
white. Ah ! me, if Christ's blood could have 
been applied as effectually, to wipe out the 
dark stain of sin on the hearts of the people, 
the purity of their streets would not have cried 
out against them, a silent witness from a holy 
heaven. 



CHAPTER VIII. 




COLD, harsh winter reigned victoriously 
in New York. Lysken's business was 
not so lucrative as it had been. People seemed 
to prefer the comfortably heated sitting-rooms 
of their homes, to the wind and snow that 
prevailed outside. Idaline fretted somewhat at 
the constant confinement to the house, that the 
inclemency of the weather necessitated. It was 
not very cheerful certainly. All day long in 
one close room, and no amusement during 
Lysken's absence, save, gazing out at the 
people passing up and down the miserable 
street, most of them clad in scanty attire — for 
the neighbourhood was a very poor one — and 
having half-starved, discontented faces. But 
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some days the snow fell so heavily that Lysken 
knew it was no use taking out her basket, her 
few customers would remain at home instead 
of venturing out, when there existed no actual 
necessity for so doing. On such occasions she 
would gladly rest by the fire side, for she had a 
cough that had become very troublesome to 
her, and talk to the little one of the Father and 
mother, and " God's great shining town/' and 
the inhabitants of it. The child would sit with 
her big eyes fastened on her sister s face, drink- 
ing in the story of Christ's love, and patience, 
and humility, and the cruel, cruel death He 
died; until at length it seemed such a reality 
to her, that she became, almost insensibly, one 
of the lambs of that Great Fold of which Jesus 
is the Shepherd. Day by day she grew gentler, 
and more thoughtful about her little mother, 
and more contented with the bad weather, and 
the meagre fare to which they were obliged to 
submit on account of the frequent illnesses of 

E 
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Lysken. The girl was growing gradually more 
delicate as the weeks passed on, and less capable 
of earning money. She made very little more 
now, than just what sufficed for the rent of the 
room and the fire. Her ever increasing fear 
was that she might at last be unable even to 
pay the rent, and then what would become of 
them ? She could not understand why she 
should be always so weary, and have that 
perpetual cough, preventing her from exerting 
herself. It did seem so tantalizing, when a 
bright day would come, to find that she was 
really too weak to carry her basket Aye, even 
though the shadow of their approaching desti- 
tution was hanging heavily over her, she must 
remain quietly sitting there, without doing any- 
thing to keep away the evil. 

At last, in despair, one unusually fine day 
she got up from her chair in the comer, and 
taking the basket and her little store of money, 
she set out to replenish her stock of cakes and 
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sugar-Sticks, resolving that she would make 
some money that day at least. But it was very 
tiresome trying to crawl along the streets with 
her load, especially when she came to a comer 
where a rush of clear sharp wind would nearly 
take her off her feet and make her cough so 
badly. Nevertheless she continued on bravely, 
and soon she had her reward, when she saw 
that she had sold nearly everything. As it 
was an exceptional day, coming in the midst of 
such severe weather, almost all her old friends 
amongst the nurse-maids and their little charges 
were out enjoying the sunshine, so she had no 
difficulty in disposing of her sweet things. 
Retracing her way homeward wearily, but with 
a very thankful heart, she came suddenly face 
to face with Mr. Allen, the good clergyman for 
whom she had been so longing ever since her 
mother's death. With a glad cry she ran 
towards him, forgetting her weakness, but the 
exertion brought on a violent fit of coughing ; 
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she was obliged to stand still to recover her 
breath. 

" Why my child what has happened to you 
since I was here ? You are surely ill, and see, 
what is that ? " pointing to a tiny red stream 
issuing out of her mouth. 

But with a violent effort she grasped his 
hand, and would have fallen to the ground 
insensible, had he not caught her up in his 
arms. There was fortunately an apothecary's 
shop not far away to which he carried her. 
Restoratives were applied and the hemorrhage 
stopped for the time, but the men in the shop 
advised the attendance of a skilful physician, 
for even in their comparatively inexperienced 
eyes the girl looked very ill. A closed con- 
veyance was sent'for, and Mr. Allen sorrowfully 
brought his little friend home to her humble 
lodging. She was quite recovered from her 
temporary faintness now, and told him, as they 
drove along, all about her troubles since he had 
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last seen them. When she related how her 
father and mother had died, he thought it 
would not be very long until she too would be 
away from earth, and then the little one would 
be quite alone. He was glad he had returned 
home time enough to take care of both these 
orphan children, all alone in the great unfriendly 
city. Meanwhile they had reached their des- 
tination. Tenderly he helped her out of the 
vehicle, and led her up the steep stairs to the 
small top front room. There was a bright fire 
burning, and the loving little sister ran to the 
door to meet them, for she had seen them 
entering the house, when she was sitting at the 
window. She held out her arms joyfully to her 
old friend, and gave him a glad welcome in her 
sweet child's manner, then she turned to her 
sister, 

" But what ails the little mother ?" she asked, 
opening her eyes wide with wonder. 

The sudden change to the heated room, had 
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been too much for Lysken, and again she had 
become insensible. Hastily calling out for the 
landlady, Mr. Allen bade her undress the girl 
and put her to bed at once, while he went for 
help, first telling the little one not to be fright- 
ened, her sister would soon be better. In a 
short time he returned with a physician, and 
a nurse. After a careful examination of his 
patient, the medical man said it was beyond his 
power to effect a cure ; rapid consumption must 
have had hold of her for a month back, she was 
so weak, and wasted in form. The few remain- 
ing days of her life would however be almost 
free from suffering, and even that was something 
to be thankful for, he added. Then he went 
away, and the kind-hearted motherly nu;-se was 
left in charge of the children. Idaline could 
not understand why it was that Lysken was in 
bed and could hardly speak to her, and why 
she should have a small bed made for herself, 
instead of sleeping with her sister as formerly. 
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But she was very glad of the comparative 
comfort in which they lived now, glad of the 
return of the clergyman, and the care and kind- 
ness of the nurse, and most glad that Lysken 
need not any more carry that great heavy 
basket out in the snow and cold. 

So the days passed peacefully onwards in 
that white-washed room up above the street, 
where a redeemed soul was drifting on towards 
the great " tideless, dolorous sea." Down 
below, the hum of many voices, and the fretting, 
restless flow of the human tide, went on as ever. 
The minister came each day and talked to the 
little one, and now and then to the dying girl, 
when she was conscious of the sound of his 
voice. Generally his question was, " Are you 
contented my child ? You are a day nearer 
the Golden City." And the answer was always 
the same confident, " I am quite contented." 

One night he had come in later than usual, 
and was sitting with Idaline on his knee, when 
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Lysken began to speak dreamily in low tones. 
" Why do they always go in such a hurry ? It 
is ever the same quick shuffling of feet, and loud 
voices of men. Ah they have all mills, it must 
be so. Just like the man at home, do you 
remember Idaline ? " turning her calm eyes to 
the child. " The mother said they had no 
mills, but then why do they go so quickly, and 
seem always so busy ? Ah me, but they are 
always too busy to care for little children, 
always — tpo — ^busy. And I must leave my little 
child with them," and the tired voice ceased, with 
a pitiful moan. Mr. Allen soothed her tenderly, 
assuring her that he would take care of Idaline, 
the little one would be well provided for. 

Apparently quieted, she became for a time 
quite still, then she began again to speak in 
broken sentences, somewhat incoherently, " I 
can hear the stream rushing down from the 
mountain to turn the great wheel of the mill. 
Even here it sounds, and we are so far away 
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from home, t thought I should never hear it 
again, but it is quite near to me, and it makes 
me feel, oh! so rested and quiet. Always 
flowing, flowing, it lulls me to sleep." 

And so it was day by day. The sound of 
the stream was ever in her ears. 

" When she comes to the river of death, she 
will not hear the roar of its waters, the other 
lesser ripple will be louder," said the minister. 

And thus the home memories soothed the 
weary patient girl, as she neared the end of her 
short life's journey. For her there was no 
** dolorous sea." She was going to the Golden 
City, going to the father and mother, and going 
to see Christ whom she so longed to behold, 
to tell Him how she loved Him, because of His 
wondrous love for her. Gently she thanked the 
minister for his kindness. 

" I will say to Jesus how good you were to 
us," she said, " and we will be looking out for 
you to come up there." 
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Then she bade Idaline good bye. 

" Remember we will be all up there waiting 
for you my beloved. Father, mother, and 
Lysken, in the Golden City with Christ 
Always love Him, and you will come too, and 
oh then we will be all at home." 

Already it would seem that the gates of the 
City had been opened, and that the reflection of 
the shining pavement was on the girl's face, as 
she murmured tranquilly at broken intervals, 
" The stream, I hear it so clearly. It is always 
flowing." 

When the early morning dawned, with a glad 
cry she half raised herself in the bed, " I see 
Him, I see Jesus, no one but Jesus, and oh ! I 
am not tired now. I feel so strong and well. 
Never — tired — any — more." She sank back 
with a restful satisfied smile, and the nurse 
looking at her earnestly, saw that she had 
indeed gone away. 



I 



CHAPTER IX. 




COFFIN was carried slowly down from 
the small front-room overlooking the 
street in Mrs. Smith's comfortless dwelling. To 
the men who carried it, it was only a coffin, but 
to the child sitting watching there, with eyes 
that had no trace of tears in their black des- 
pairing depths, it was Lysken, the little mother, 
the tender loving elder sister and protector. 
Alas for little Idaline now, really alone, all alone 
in the great busy world, aye well might she 
weep, tears are for the desolate, but there had 
come never a tear into those burning eyes, 
staring with such wondering intensity as the 
men went on down the stairs, out through the 
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open door, and away, far away along the street, 
until they and their precious burden disappeared 
altogether from sight Then the nurse turned 
kindly to the motionless child at her side and 
took her into her arms, saying words of love 
and sympathy, but they fell on unheeding 
ears. 

" I will wait till Mr. Allen comes back," 
thought the good woman, " he will know what 
to do." 

But when the minister did come back, he 
could only make arrangements for the child to 
remain in her present home under the care of 
the nurse, until he could obtain a more comfort- 
able one for her, all his efforts at consolation, or 
indeed at conversation of any kind, being as 
unsuccessful as had been the attempts made by 
the tender-hearted nurse. Idaline's one idea 
was, that, they had taken away her little mother 
before even she had time to have a look at the 
beloved face, just to say good-bye. 
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" Ah if I could only see her once more, just 
once more, I would not be so very lonely," said 
the sorrowing child," half aloud, as she sat at the 
window awaiting the return of the nurse, who 
had gone out for a short time. " I know where 
they have put her, I could go and see her, it is 
not a far way. I will go, I would soon be 
back again." 

Hastily rising from her seat she put on her 
cloak and hood, and went very softly down the 
uncarpeted steps and out into the cold wet night. 
The darkness had come on quickly, and with it 
a bleak drizzling rain, that fell down heavily on 
the child's brown head, all unprotected as it was, 
save for the thin red hood attached to the small 
cloak. But quite unconscious of outward dis- 
comfort she went along quickly enough, notwith- 
standing the rough pushings and knocks she 
received from the numberless crowd thronging 
the lanes and narrow streets leading to the 
cemetery. But ah ! where is Lysken now ? A 
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big man has come with such force against the 
little traveller, hurrying to her sister's grave, that 
she has fallen to the ground heavily, cutting her- 
self sorely against the sharp stones. If the little 
mother had been there, such a painful thing 
had never happened to her darling. The child 
got up as soon as she could, and started off 
again bravely on her journey, but with a much 
slackened speed ; the bruises and cuts on her 
tender limbs hurt her so. The night felt very 
cold, and the cloak was only a very insufficient 
covering against the rain, almost blinding now 
in its downfall. Still undauntedly the little red 
figure pursued its way, until almost at the gate 
of the burying-ground, another hard push came 
and laid the wee brown head low, amid bits of 
broken glass, and heaps of mud, and dirty lime 
that had tumbled down from some of the houses 
near by. 

Ah now, a sob of extreme pain was forced 
from the tightly drawn lips, as the lime burned 
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into the wounds already made, and into these 
additional cuts and scars, while very slowly and 
with great difficulty the little one raised herself 
and crawled along through the gate of the 
cemetery standing open, and lay down on the 
long rank grass, surrounding the tombs of the 
poorer people, that was permitted thus to grow 
because there was no one who had time enough 
to look after these graves when the dead were 
buried away out of sight. And there rested 
Idaline after her weary journey, cooling the 
fever of her brow and limbs with the great 
gaunt weeds that towered above her in rank 
profusion, and waved their tall heads in the 
bitter wind triumphantly, as if saying to her, 
" Ah little dainty petted Idaline, we have 
you at last There is no one in all the world to 
love or care for you now, for we have got your 
Lysken here with us, she is lying helpless 
beneath us, and you are alone, and in sorrow, as 
all desolate children should be, there is no room 
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for such as you in this busy money-making 
world. Your little mother is only gone from 
you a few short days, and look, in what a state 
of misery you are now." 

And surely it seemed to Idaline that the big 
yellow-headed weeds were mocking her misery, 
for she moaned out pitifully, " Ah Lysken, my 
little mother, I came to look at you, and I can't 
see you it is so, so dark, and I can't walk, I am 
so hurt, oh so hurt ! You would never let any 
one touch me, your little child, you said I was, 
but they knocked me down on sharp stones, 
and you were not there to prevent them. Ah 
why did they push me down, I didn't do any- 
thing to anger them, I was only coming here to 
you, I wasn't in their way. You said they 
were always too busy to care for little children, 
and you were sorry because you had to leave 
me alone with them. Now I know what you 
meant. But I did not want them to care for 
me, I only wanted to come here alone to you, 
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but they pushed me away from everywhere, so 
I could hardly come, but I did come, I did 
come," and the moaning voice full of pain 
ceased, because of the fast coming fever that 
closed tightly together the burning lips. , 

And ever relentlessly came the bitter cruel 
rain, down on the flaunting yellow weeds, down 
on the hideous spectre looking grass, and down 
on the shining brown head and the wee dainty 
form clinging with such shuddering closeness to 
that loathsome piece of earth. Ah the cruel, 
cruel night ; the cruel, cruel rain ! 

Was the Good Shepherd quite forgetful of 
this little lamb of His flock, so desolate, so de- 
spairing. It is true she had not once remem- 
bered Him in this her .first great grief, but does 
He always forget those who forget Him ? The 
long-suffering loving Jesus. Does He ever 
act in wrath towards His erring children, such 
as they would deserve ? No,, it is He who 
calls and pleads in vain, it is He who longs and 

F 
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begs for love from the world over which He is 
master, and from a world that gives it so rarely 
ami so very grudgingly. 

The night has grown on, until ten o'clock has 
sounded out, with startling distinctness from the 
church clock near the cemetery, and still Idaline 
lies there undisturbed. By-and-bye a tall dark 
form enters the gate slowly, and crosses over to 
the tombs round which the grass is growing so 
luxuriantly. The struggling moonbeams shine 
dimly on the face of the silent figure, making 
visible more clearly that it is a woman, old and 
thin looking, who has come to share the German 
girl's lonely vigil. As the light shines more 
brightly, the woman walks onward, picking her 
way carefully among the flat white slabs with 
their vacant faces heavenward. Suddenly her 
foot struck against something soft and large, 
lying on the ground almost hidden from view. 
At first a slight thrill of fear somewhat akin 
to superstitious awe, came over her, then 
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courageously stooping down she looked more 
closely, and with an exclamation of horror she 
lifted up the almost unconscious form of the 
little Idaline. 

Folding her cloak closely about her cold wet 
burden, she quickly left the grave-yard, with a 
" hurry in her feet " that had never been there 
before. A few minutes rapid walking brought 
her to her lodging, and there she laid the child 
on the bed and proceeded to take off her 
clinging damp clothes, trying to restore her to 
consciousness at the same time. In a little 
while heat and comfort did their work, and once 
more the great eyes opened, resting with a look 
of recognition on the face bending over the 
bed with a gentle pitying glance, which wonder- 
fully softened its grim hard features. 

" Now you are better I see, my child, but what 
brought you to that horrid place, and how is it 
that you are all bruised and cut ? Where was 
Lysken, that she took such bad care of you ?" 
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At that last question all her sorrow came 
' back with full consciousness to the desolate 
child. 

" Lysken has gone away to the Golden City, 
and I went just to see her once more, or even 
her grave, but I didn't see it" 

The woman hastily brushed away a tear, as 
she took in the full sense of the sad reply, given 
in such a pained weary voice. 

" But, little one, where did you come from to 
go to Lysken's grave, surely you have some 
abiding place.?" . . . . . ; 

Then the small top front room in Mrs» Smith's 
house, the minister so kind and good, a^d the 
tender sympathizing nurse, all came back to 
Idaline's remembrarice. How they would won- 
der what had happened to her !. and be* scwry 
about her, and perhaps send to look for her 
everywhere. - ; 

" I live in Mfs. Smith's housci the place 
where you slept one night, do you remember ? 
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And the good clergyman had a nurse to take 
care of me when I was left by myself. He was 
very, very good to us, to me and Lysken, but I 
wanted to see her just once more, my little 
mother, and so I came away to go to her. I 
meant to go back again, for I would not like to 
grieve the good clergyman, but I fell down, and 
the people, all in such a hurry, told me to get 
out of the way, and I tried to, but after I fell 
down that first time, I was so sore and queer, 
I couldn't get out of the way quickly. Then I 
fell again, and I felt hurt and bleeding, and I lay 
down in the grass it was so cold and nice ; then 
you came. I am sure the All-Father sent you, 
because what would I do if you hadn't come ? " 

"He might have taken better care of you 
than He did." 

" Ah no, I never asked Him. I was so 
lonely at first without my little mother, that I 
forgot all about Him. I have the good clergy- 
man always to take care of me, and Jesus sent 
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him, so you see He hasn't forgotten me. I am 
sure too, that He will make me a place to live 
in where the people are not always in a hurry, 
and where I will not have to get out of the 
way. I will just ask Him now before I forget, 
because I feel queer in my eyes and head, and 
I might forget again." Then to the astonish- 
ment of the old woman, the child clasped her 
hands together and prayed, " Oh good All- 
Father please forgive me for forgetting to pray 
to Thee. I know Lysken is up in the Golden 
City, but please let me have a place down here 
to stay in where the people won't be too busy 
to care for a small child like me, and where I 
won't be in the way, until the time when I too 
will go up to the Golden City. For Christ's 
sake, amen." 

Now the tears flowed rapidly down the 
woman's face. 

" Will you take me home to Mrs. Smith's 
house now please, I am afraid I can't walk ? " 



I 
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The low voice sounded very weak, and the 
tired eyes drooped painfully. The woman 
wrapped up the slight form in close warm 
coverings, and once more went out into the 
night. The rain had ceased, and the streets 
were not so crowded. A 3hort swift walk, and 
Mrs. Smith's dwelling was reached. Th^re, 
standing looking out anxiously, was the landlady 
herself, arid by her side stood the nurse. 

" Where did you find her ? Is it really the 
child that you have ? " were the glad excla- 
mations that greeted the German woman as 
she stalked grimly past the watchers, and up the 
high narrow stairs, into the top-front room. 
But nothing would she say until she had placed 
the child comfortably in bed, after which she 
satisfied their eager questioning as well as she 
could in her imperfect English. Mrs. Smith 
recognized her again, and was curious to know 
how it was that she should enter the churchyard 
just at the right time, for had Idaline remained 
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until morning she would have been dead, in all 
probability. Then the old woman told her 
story. — The morning that she and her grandson 
left Lysken's room to start for Germany, they 
met some men on the way, who began talking, 
and so occupied her. attention that when she 
turned round her grandson was gone. She 
never found him, until one day he was brought 
in to her, dead. Now she was going away by 
herself in a few days, to her home in the valley 
of the Hartz, and this night she had gone to the 
graveyard to take one look at her grandson^s 
grave, before she left the city forever. She had 
gone thus late lest any one should see her, for 
she was ashamed of her weak affection ; and so 
it had happened that she saved little Idaline's 
life, in return for the hospitality extended to her 
by that little one's sister months before. 

When the story was finished, Mr. Allen 
entered the room, disappointed and sad, but his 
joy was great when he saw the little sleeping 
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occupant of the bed. He thanked most warmly 
the strange woman who had brought the child 
back. But he was afraid th^t a severe illness 
would be the consequence of the night's ex- 
posure and suffering. However the nurse, who 
was skilful as well as tender-hearted, said that 
nothing worse than a feverish cold was making 
the child ill, and that in a week or two, with 
careful nursing, she would be well again. And 
it was even as the good woman predicted, 
Idaline soon recovered. 

The solitary old woman went back to her 
home beside the mill, in the valley of the Hartz 
mountains. 




CHAPTER X. 




HREE months have passed since the death 
of Lysken. Idaline has become an in- 
mate of an asylum for orphan children, through 
the exertions of Mr. Allen, who has so far 
provided her with a comfortable home, and 
she seems contented enough. The matron is 
very kind to her, and her beauty and strange 
solemn manner have won for her the love and 
admiration of her companions. But the good 
clergyman did not mean that she should 
remain there. He told her story to all his 
acquaintances, hoping to excite the pity of some 
rich friend who would adopt the little one, and 
thus save her after-life from toil and trouble. 
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such as she probably would have did she live 
to be old enough to leave her present shelter. 

On a fine morning in the early summer a 
carriage drove up to the door of the Asylum, 
which was in itself no extraordinary thing, but 
this happened to belong to Mrs. Vincent, the 
wife of one of the wealthiest bankers in New 
York, and the matron bustled down to the 
reception-room in a greater hurry than usual, 
to receive so distinguished a visitor. 

" I hear," said the lady, in a gracious high- 
bred voice, as she held out her hand to the 
matron, " that you have a little girl with you 
named Idaline von Hern. Our beloved pastor 
was telling me about her, and I was surprised 
to find that I had known her mother years ago. 
It is so strange, my meeting with her child 
after such a long space of time. You will not 
wonder at my interest in this particular little 
one, when I tell you how my intimacy with 
her mother began. Shortly after our marriage, 
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my husband and I left New York and went 
to reside in Germany with my mother, who 
had bought a small property in a pretty 
romantic district in the Hartz mountains. Our 
castle was constantly filled with visitors, and 
the ordinary domestics of the household were 
not sufficient to perform all the duties required 
of them, so that I was obliged to obtain help 
from a quiet old-fashioned village about two 
miles away from us. Gretchen von Hem, 
the mother of little Idaline, was the woman 
who always came to assist me ; she was at that 
time quite young, with only one baby, who 
must have been Lysken, the sister that died 
a few months ago. Hans von Hern was not 
so well off then as he afterwards became, 
through the death of his wife's mother who 
left a. large sum of money to them, I believe. 
I found Gretchen quite a superior womaa in 
every respect, so that I soon began to regard 
her as a friend rather than a servant, and kept 
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her with myself to help me in the housekeep- 
ing, for you may suppose that with such a 
housefuU of people as we always had, I spent 
a great deal of my time every day in my store 
room, and there I found her very helpful ; many 
a lesson she taught me in other things besides 
housekeeping. She went home early enough 
every day to attend to her husband's wants, so 
that he did not miss her too much ; her baby 
she brought with her, because our occupation 
generally lay in the one room, and the- little cot 
stood in a corner of the apartment, the infant 
slumbering peacefully without giving any trou- 
ble. When my husband and I left Germany, 
I wanted to take Gretchen with me, but she 
was so attached to her mountain home that no 
inducement could make her leave it* Judge 
then, of my surprise and sorrow when- Mr. 
Allen told me that she had been living here 
for so long, and that her children were left 
almost penniless all alone in this great city, and 
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I would have been so glad to help them. 
Indeed, had I only known it sooner I would 
have joyfully taken them both home to live 
with me ; poor desolate little ones ! " and the 
lady ceased speaking, while large tears were in 
her eyes at the remembrance of the pitiful 
story of Lysken's troubles and loneliness. 

*' You would then like to see this little girl?" 
questioned the sympathizing matron, who had 
been very much interested in what her visitor 
was relating. 

" Yes, if you would kindly have her sent to 
me. You know I have no children of my own, 
and I have long been desirous of adopting one, 
but as yet I have been unable to find one that 
I could like sufficiently well in every respect, 
to treat as my own child. If I could persuade 
my dear friend Gretchen's little one to love 
me, I would be so glad, for I intended, from 
the time Mr. Allen told me about her, to adopt 
her, and make her entirely as my child. I 
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would feel as if I were in some way repaying 
her mother for the many silent lessons she 
taught me in patience and gentleness, which I 
never forgot ; they influenced my conduct in 
many ways afterward. And now I am most 

anxious to know what sort of little girl Idaline 

ft 
is. 

" Well, you shall see for yourself in a few 
moments, Madam,'' said the matron, ringing 
the bell as she spoke. One of the nurses 
answered the summons, and quickly returned 
with Idaline, who walked gravely into the 
room, and stood quietly expectant* Mrs. Vin- 
cent stared at her in astonished admiration. 

"You are not at all like your mother, will 
you come over and speak to me, my dear ? " 

Immediately the child crossed the space 
between them, and placed her hand in the one 
outstretched towards her. 

" I knew your mother long ago, and I loved 
her very much, and for the sake of the love I 
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bore her, I want her little daughter to like me, 
and come and live with me always, now that 
she is all alone without father, mother, or 
Lysken/' 

" Did you know the mother, and did you 
love her ? " and the small white face, with the 
shadow of recent sorrow coming into it so 
plainly, was lifted up eagerly. 

" Yes, dear, I knew your mother long ago, 
in your home in the Hartz." 

" And did you see our stream that Lysken 
talked about when she was dying ? Ah, did 
you know Lysken, my little mother, that I love 
so much, oh so much." 

" No, I don't think I quite remember the 
stream, and Lysken was only a very young 
baby when I lived near your home. But I 
knew your mother, and I liked her so much 
that I am sure you, her little daughter, must 
have loved her a very great deal, and been 
very lonely without her when she died." 
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** Yes, she and my little mother died, and 
went away to the Golden City to father, and I 
was all alone. I wanted to go too, for they 
are all there with Christ, as Lysken told me, 
and I had no one left to love me, or take care 
of me. But Lysken said that some day I 
would go up there, and live with them always, 
if I was always to try and do what the All- 
Father wanted me to. That will be very nice, 
but sometimes I am so very lonely, ah so very 
lonely ! " and again that grieved, pained shadow 
crossed the wee face, causing it to look so wan 
and hopeless, because of deep, silent sorrow, 
and utter loneliness. 

Tears flowed down the lady's face as she 
clasped the child closely in her arms, and 
caressed her very tenderly. 

" You shall never be lonely again if you will 
come and live with me, and be my daughter. 
I know I shall be very fond of you ; even now 
I love you, my sad patient little one. Will 

G 
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you be able to like me enough to come and 
stay with me, and let me be your mother. 
Will you come to me and try ? ^ 

The calm, tearless eyes were raised to gaze 
at her questioner more, fully, then after a long 
look into the kind, pitying countenance bending 
over her, the little orphan made answer with 
great seriousness : — 

" Yes, I will go with you, I think you are 
good.'* 

Mrs. Vincent was much moved at this simple 
praise, it was given so truthfully, with a child's 
clear vision of the difference between the real 
and the unreal. 

And thus it came to pass that Idaline was 
established in the home of the wealthy, influen- 
tial Mrs. Vincent, a$ her darling daughter and 
heiress. 



CHAPTER XI. 



ITH Mrs. Vincent dwelt her mother, 
cicft Mrs. Neilson, a lady desirous of spend- 
ing most of her time in useless gaiety and 
amusement. She took very little notice of 
the new inmate in her daughter's house, save to 
look with approval at the child's loveliness, and 
make her an excuse for much party giving, 
and entertainments of various descriptions. 

Idaline had become very dear to her new 
father and mother, the latter of whom was a 
Christian in the true sense of the word. It 
was very much against Mrs. Vincent's wish to 
have such perpetual gaiety in the house. But 
it was all in vain that she spoke against it; 
Mrs. Neilson was never satisfied if the house 
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was not constantly crowded with visitors. 
** She could not see any reason against it," she 
wQuld say. " Her daughter had no family to 
claim her attention, why then should she not 
exercise hospitality ? They had been accus- 
tomed to it all their lives until lately, when 
these new-fangled notions had entered into her 
daughter's head. She, for one, could not see 
the sense of them." 

Then Mrs. Vincent would mildly expostulate 
with her, and tell her that ^* it was not hospi- 
tality she objected to, but the frequency of the 
entertainments, which engaged so much of her 
time, as mistress of the house, that she had 
scarcely an hour in thfe day to employ in visit- 
ing poor people, and trying to do some work 
for the Master, who had entrusted her with so 
much of this world's goods that she might be 
able more effectually to extend his kingdom on 
earth, by going into the abodes of wretchedness 
and want, with temporal as well as spiritual help.'' 
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But Mrs. Neilson, being naturally imperious 
in her temper, had managed to rule the gentle 
mistress of the house, so far, and her time was 
as fully occupied as even she desired, in receiv- 
ing visitors, and dressing for reunions given by 
their friends in return. 

Idaline was in her adopted mother's boudoir 
during one of these discussions between mother 
and daughter. When Mrs. Vincent had left 
the apartment, the old lady called the child to 
her, " Come here and let me look at your eyes 
my dear. You will be very handsome some 
day, you are so now, in a small way. What a 
pity I shall not be here when you * Come out/ 
you will create such a sensation." 

The little one gazed at her solemnly, she never 
could understand being thus praised. She had an 
Italian's love of beauty and of beautiful things, 
but she was too young, and had inherited too 
much of the sober German nature, ever to let the 
subject of outward appearance trouble her much. 
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" But why will you not be here ? What does 
* Come out,' mean ? " she asked in her slow 
way. 

" I mean, when you grow up, of course, but 
It will be a great many years before that time 
comes." 

" But why will you not be here ? " 

" I must die you know, all people do, and I 
expect I shall have lived the allotted length of 
years, when you will be just entering on life." 

" Will you be glad to die ? " was the next 
question, put with increased steadiness of gaze 
and manner. 

Mrs. Neilson had been growing uncomfort- 
able under the gaze of the child's great solemn 
eyes, but this was too much for her to endure. 

" What an extraordinary infant you are. Of 
course I shall not be glad to die ; no one is. 
But unfortunately I must die because every one 
has to," she replied impatiently. , 

" But Lysken was glad to die, she said she 
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was. She was only sorry because she had to 
leave me alone." 

" Who is Lysken ? " 

" My little mother. The father and mother 
both went to the Golden City and left Lysken 
to take care of me. Then she died and I was 
left alone," with a pathetic ring of self-pity in 
the low voice. 

" Where is the Golden City ? I thought all 
your friends were dead." 

" They had to die first, but it did not hurt 
them much, and now they are in the Golden 
City, having, oh ! such a nice time." 

" Bless me, what an unearthly child ! Such a 
cool way to speak of death. Would ycm not be 
afraid to die ? But you are too young to know 
anything about such things. Gp away now, I 
must dress. The dinner bell wijl soon* ring." 

And for that time she evaded a continuance 
of the disagreeable topic, but she could not get 
rid of the impression made on her by the odd 
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questions and strange unchildish manner of 
Idaline. 

" Sophia/' she said some days afterwards to 
her daughter, " I think your adopted child has 
not much natural feeling. She spoke of the 
death of her sister, which was so recent, with 
the utmost calmness as if she didn't care." 

" You are quite mistaken mother," replied 
gentle Mrs, Vincent, for once roused out of her 
usual meekness at this injustice to her pet, " for 
three months after her sister's death she cried 
every night when she retired to bed where no 
one could see her as she supposed. But the 
matron watched her, and tried two or three times 
to detect her, but whenever she went over to 
the bed, the little one would close her eyes 
tightly as if asleep, that it might not be known 
she was weeping. She never laughs, or makes 
noisy plays, as other children do. I think she has 
grieved most unnaturally for so young a child.*' 

" Well well, you need not excite yourself so 
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much about it. The child may be a paragon 
of perfection, but she talks most unpleasantly 
sometimes. I don't think she will live long, 
such uncanny youngsters never do." 

"I don't know what you mean by 'talking 
unpleasantly.' She is a steadfast little Chris- 
tian, that I do know, and she seems to be so 
almost unconsciously to herself." 

" A steadfast little humbug," replied Mrs. 
Neilson contemptuously, " what can a child 
like that know about your cant ? " 

With fast gathering tears Mrs. Vincent 
quitted the room. She was accustomed to her 
mother's disdainful remarks concerning a Chris- 
tian's life. " Ah if I were only able to set a 
better example of godliness, she would not so 
speak of it," was the mournful self-condemnatory 
thought. 

The summer had come. A hot sun blazed 
through the deep blue of the sky. Every one 
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who could do SO, left the crowded city behind 
them, and took refuge at the seaside or in the 
country. 

Mr. Vincent took a pretty villa in a little 
nook between high over-hanging cliffs, where 
the waves flowed in to the pebbly beach with a 
soft ripple, just opposite the window of the 
house. There he established his household, to 
escape the sultry New York atmosphere. 

Idaline enjoyed the change of scene greatly ; 
to her, the sea was wonderful and altogether 
enchanting. But Mrs. Neilson found the soli- 
tude oppressive after the city gaiety, for the 
place was very quiet, and out of the way of 
pleasure seekers, consequently visitors were 
few. The old lady was actually growing 
melancholy because of the stillness that pre- 
vailed around her, and the want of companion- 
ship, and in her extremity she had recourse, to 
the society of Idaline. 

Mrs. Vincent was very much with her 
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husband during this his brief holiday. While 
they two would wander over the hills, and go 
out in their little rowing boat together, the old 
lady and the child would go down to the beach 
and sit on some low rock watching the waves, 
the little one's pathetic voice, as she related 
some incident of her short home experience, 
blending in with the sad monotone of the sea. 
One day wheii they were thus seated, and 
silence had fallen upon them, Idaline began, 
after apparently some pleasant musing, and 
described the Golden City and the inmates of 
it, and how it was possible to get there ; just in 
the way the mother and Lysken had told her. 
Her listener was so taken by surprise that she 
did not interrupt her, besides the child made 
Heaven appear so real, and being a Christian 
such a natural pleasant thing, that the story had 
all the charm of novelty. But when it was 
ended, the half indignant question came, 

"Why did you tell me all that .^ I would 
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rather hear about Germany, and your home 
before you came to live with us." 

" Don't you like to hear about the Golden 
City ? " with wide open eyes of wonder. "It 
is much nicer than telling about Germany, and 
the mother and Lysken. There's no more 
story about them, I won't see them here again, 
but some time I will go to them, and so I like 
to talk about it, because I would rather have 
nice things that are promised to me, than the 
things I have got. Wouldn't you ? Don't you 
like to have to go to the Golden City ? " 

" Every one does not go there," was the eva- 
sive reply. 

"Yes, but every one will who loves Jesus, 
and who does what he would like them to. 
Don't you love Him ? " 

" Come child, it is time to go home, dinner 
will be ready," and she caught the little one's 
hand and led her away to avoid troublesome 
questions. 
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But, for the first time in her life the thought 
troubled her, that she really knew nothing 
about Jesus — although she was a regular 
Church-goer, — that for her there was no plea- 
sant prospect after death, such as this little 
Christian orphan had, who, probably, if she 
were told that she was a Christian, would 
stare in the utmost amazement, and ask the 
meaning of the word. Certainly this was no 
cant, and she knew in her heart that her 
daughter's religion was no cant either, but the 
child's tale was simpler than the woman's, 
and easier to take in, so it produced more 
impression. Day after day the same story 
was repeated out there on the beach, and day 
after day did it sound more soothing and more 
like a reality to the world-tired woman. At 
last, she resisted no longer, but received Christ 
joyfully into her heart, and the waves chaunted 
a glorious Jubilate over this other proof of 
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*'the patience of immortal love, out- wearing 
mortal sin." 

Mrs. Vincent caressed her adopted little 
one, and blessed her as God's instrument in the 
salvation of her mother ; and how humble she 
felt that a child could accomplish what she 
had so earnestly endeavoured to do. But she 
thankfully acknowledged her Master's good- 
ness to her in answering her oft-repeated 
prayers, though the answer had not been in 
the way she expected. 

Then the happy weeks flew onws^rd, each 
successive one bringing spiritual and physical 
strength with it to the long alienated mother 
and daughter, and to the grave contented little 
waif from the Golden City, as Mrs. Vincent 
designated her adopted child. 

And thus we will leave the lonely Idaline. 
Lonely no longer, but surrounded by tender 
friends, and with bright prospects before her 
for this world, and mingling with the glad song 
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of the waves, a loving recollection of the 
father, mother, and Lysken, and a joyful cer- 
tainty of meeting them all one day in God's 
Golden City. 




